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Whate'er youtreat of, pleafant or fublime, 
Let Senfe for ever guide, and clofe your Rhymes 


Vainly this ft 


reves the other to betray, 
Rhyme zs the Slave to Senfe, and mujft obey. 


Boiv. Art Poet. 
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To th PROMPTER. 


g LT HO’ I know you to bea 
&@ {trong Advocate for Rhyme, 
Pil venture, neverthelefs, to 
fubmit to your Love of 
Wy Truth, whether Rhyme is 
Bayo anywile eflential to the 
forming a true poetick Ge- 
gq ius; andif itis not effen- 
ud ausoG tial, wherher it ought not 
be banifhed from as many Branches of Poetry, as 
poffible; nay, fromall. That it is of modern Date, 
and drawsno Titlesfrom inlightned Antiquity, but 
fprung outof the Ruins of true Learning and Tafte, 
in the Times of Ignorance and Barbarifm, is uncon- 
tefted; and that the Ufe of it now, isonly juftify’d 
by a fuppofed Deficiency in the Languages that ad- 
mit of it, islikewife true: We have found, a little 
eafffigthan our Neighbours, the Difagreeablenefs of 
Rikyme in Dramatick Pieces, and have banifhed 
this monki/h Child, from Tragedy and Comedy, ex- 
cepr_at the End of an Act, where fhe {till main- 
tains a very inconfiderable Portion of Empire. 
Our great Milton has purfued his Victory farther, 
and has quite clear’d the Epick Ground from this 
degenerate Weed. \n this he has been followed, in 
articular by the Author of a Poem called Cyder, 
one of the,beft Poems our Language can boait, and 
that comes neareft the beft of Virgil’s Poems. In 
fhort,. it has been fhewn by thefe and fome others, 
that even the nobleft Branches of.Ezgli/b Poetry, 
and indeed of all Poetry, the Epick Dramatick may 
exert full Beauty (tho’ we have not the Practice of 
what we call Quantity) without the Aid of Rhyme. 
¢ TNow, Sir, will beg Leave to fhew you, that 
Paftoral Poetry wants no Help from Rhyme, and 
that Shepherds may talk withas beautiful Simplicity of 
Expreffion, and as great a Naiveté of Sentiment 
and Manners, asthofeof Sicily and Arcadia, with- 
outfinging an eternal Moxotozy in one’s Ears, which, 
not to lay too great a Strefs on this Argument, feems 





nota little out of Narure; for if it has been, thou At Clofe by his Feet ; 


unnatural for Heroes and Heroines, ta fing Griet}’ 
Joy, Love, and Anger, the Difference-is not {o 
oreat,when the Paffions are rhymed out. Alternate 
Rhyme has been thought an Alleviation of this 
painful Return of Sound, and an Eafe to the Ear. 
Some have thrown the expected Rhyme, three, 
four, nay fix Lines off, but when it is thrown at fo 
greata Diftance, foas that the Ear no longer retains 
the Sound to which it is to chime, it is neither, pro- 
perly {peaking, Poetry, nor Blank Verfe. 

‘Tam fo greatan Enemy to Rhyme, that I can’r 
fee, why it may not be banifhed even from the 
leffer Branches of Poetry. Odes, in Faét, are bur 
Songs, and tho” they reach the Aigheft, they do not 
difdain the lowelt Subjects. Horace tung the Praifes 
of the Gods, and of Heroes, in the fame Num- 
bers, that he defcribes the Pangs of Fealoufy, and 
the Pleafures of Love, and Wine. His fixth Ode 
of the firft Book bezins, and continues almoft till 
the very laft, full of the loftieit Images, and moft 
Epick Defcriptions, and ends with more ainorous 
Softnets than ever Ovid fhew’d. His twelfth of 


the fecond Book is in the fame Strain, and many 
os 


ava 2 


others might be quoted. If Sextiment, De/iription; 
Paffion, Manners, are truly painted, why may they 
not charm, in sumerous, as well as rhymed Verf- 
fication? I will not infift, however, on the total 
Exclution of Rhyme, provided it be banifhed the 
Epick, Dramatick, and PaftoraljPoetry : Songs, 
Elegies, Epiftles, Satires, Copies of Verfes, Tales, 
and burle(que Poetry, may {till cherifh this ixf- 
nating Upftart. Let 4.9 bz fatisfy’d withexrende 
ing her Empire here, and forcethe Underftanding 
to be pleafed with the Effeét, of -what, like the 
Melody -of the Syrezs, overpowered the Hearer’s 
Reafon, and makes him infenfible to every thing 
ry SOUND. 

fter all, Sit, when I read Pope, [ grow irrefo- 
lute, and undetermined in my mid Pry and find 
all the Reafons I have againft Rh infenfibly 
decay, that I am very often inclined, ‘apaintt what 
feemsto me, inward ConviGtion) to think Rhyme 
effential to fome forts of Poetry, in-our Tongue. 
* You have inclofed, a Beginning of a Paftoral 
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wrote in blank Verfe, with a View, I fuppofe, of 
fhewing, that this Species of Poetry, wants no- 
thing but Numbers, to exprefs every Image proper 


to it, and that Rhyme therefore, is a fuperfluous 
Conftraint ; as I believe the Author never intends 
to finifh it, [ vencure to fend it you, in Confirmation 
of what I have faid in, the fore Part of this Letter 
againft Rhyme, tho’ Ido not know how to anfwer 
to myfelf, the Appeal Inow make to you, againfta 
Thing, in Favour of which, you have wrote with 
 fomuchStrength and Beauty. Iam, Sir, 


Your Admirer, ! 
BLANK VERS: 


ECLOGUE, » Bhxk Lape. 


B Exeath an ancient Oak whofe {preading Arms, 
From Mid-day’s Heat diffus'd a gratcful Shaas, 

AMINTAS lay; his Herds around him graz’d. 

Unhappy Herdfman! Dexia flights thy Love, 

But for SYLVANDER, feels a Lover's Pains ! 

et ; agentle Current flow d 

Refrejbing ; Oer it’s Banks in gaudy Shew, 

Her earlieft Treafures FLonA had difplay'd; 

The cryftal Stream reflected ev'ry Flow’r. 

The Sun had half-way gone his Courfe;—the Flocks 

His fiery Rays avoiding, lay, or ftood, 

Part in the Shade, Part in the flowing Stream, 

Cooling their Legs —.A gentle Gale arofe;. 

All Nature felt it’s Infl'ence andrejoye'd 

All but AMINTAS, who in flatt ring Dreams 

Dewta grown kind, (then only kind) enjoy'd 

The {coruful Fair-one, whom he waking mils’. 

His moursfus Eyes his fleecy Care furvey'd, 

Foyle{s Band Oh! too happy Herd! he cry'd: 

A Shade, a Stream to prs he Heats are ere, 

But none for mine—my Flames, nor Shades nor Streams 

Can cool, thofe Eyes alone, thofe radiant Eyes, 

Whofe Luftre, like the Evening Star, the firft 

Of Nighz’s fair Train, a Tenderne/s imprint, 


oe. oe a oe. . a ae 2. y 


““Thofe Eyes alone, AMIN'TAS’ Pain cancure : 


OLDeLia! what avails it, that thie Plain 

Owns none fo rich in Flocks, or pafture Ground 

In Cheefe, or Milk, a Shepherd's whole lime Wealth: 
If poor S¥YLVANDER, who compar’d to me, 


VO | Seems 




















qf gor SYLVANDER’s better lik’d than I? : | 

tin the filver Stream myfelf Tve view'd, 

SYLVANDER too I've febu—~our Forvits alike, 

The Nymphs agree; ftrange Prepoffeffion ! thou 

SYLVANDER, fairer than AMINTas thinkft ! 

Yet were it [o———Love's never-erring Dart, 

From the le/s beautiful, as from the more, 

Oft, tho’ not as often flies, yon lhazg’d Goat 

That frisking plays, and trips from Hill to Hill, 

Unconftious of Deformity, attempts, 

And with Succefs, the Faireft of the Flock. 
' &e;s Sc. &ce. 


I coup have withed the Gentleman had finifhed 
2 Paftoral fo pocrically begun. He hasindeed jhewn, 
that Rhyme is hor effential to the forming a Genius 
for Poetry ; for in the opening of the paftoral Scene, 
: he has given as pretty a rural Subject fora Painter, as 
could be: wifhed, and it has been a conftant Maxim 
with me, to try all poetical Defcriptions by the Teft 
of Painting. If they'll bear tran{planting on the 
Canvas, ‘1 then boldly pronounce the Poet a Genius, 
and atrue Copygft from Nature. I fhall not, at frefent, 
puriue his Enquiry, as to the Propriety of Rhyme, 
having already largely treated of that Subject : So far, 
in juftice to his Merit, Pil confefs, that, for the firft 
Time, I have been pleafed with Exg/i/h Paftoral with- 
out Rhyme. In the mean time, I fhall prefent him, 
andthe reftof my Readers, with one in Rhyme. Op- 
lites fhew each other, and the Favourers of Rhyme 
and blank Verfe, may have an Opportunity of con- 
firming themfelves in their preconceived Notions, or 
coming over to each other. 


ECLOGUE. 


Beneath a rev’rend Oak, whofe {preading Arms 
From Mid-day’s Heat, diffus’d agrateful Shade, 
Two Sy v ansfung their much-lov’dBeautiesChatms; 
Their tuneful Notes,- thus echo’d thro’ the Glade. 


, Tryrsis, DAMON, 
THYRSIS. 


N° W bas pale Cyntuta, in her nightly Reign, 
Thrice brightned in ber Full, thrice in ber Wain, 
Since to fair LesBia, Ive a Subject been, 
Damon, 4 fairer Nymph, was never feen. 
DAMON. 
Thrice fifteen Times has PHOEBUS iz his Race, 
Guided his Car along th ethereal Space ; 
Since GALATEA vifited the Plain, 
And charm’d the Heart of ev’ry Shepherd-[wain. 
THYRSIS. 
Me Lest loves, for her I hear my Flocks, 
To zrace her Shape, Iclipthe woolly Locks; 4% 
ForherI fing, andinmy Verfe declare, 
By her Confent,* the Paffion of my Fair. 
DAMON. ¥ 
Thrice happy THYRSIS! nor wow'd I repine, 
Did fuch good Fortune, on poor Damon /fhine ! 
—Would GALATEA, but my Love approve ! 
But fhe the God depitggeers* to Love! 
, HYRSISs, 
I taught a Thruth to whiftle Lespia’s Name, 
And gave it to my Fdit-——-fbe madeittame;, 
And call'd it THYRs1s,———in its tuneful Throat, 
Now Lesnia, THYRSIS, és its only Note. 
eth DaMon, 

The Rofe.and Lilly ix a Wreath I wove, A o2n ge 
And mingled Sweet-Bry’t—— Emblem of my Lovee 
Thefe offer'd to thy Love, -could fhe refuse ? 

Diine did,, and fad, like TuyRsis charm the Mufe. 
THYRsIs. 
On ev'ry Tree I carve my Lesnta’s Name, 


In ev'ry Shade I fing our mutual Flame ; 
The feath ir, charm’d with the pleafing Song, 
Flutter ateusa—a warbling, rival Throng. 

er ae DAMON. : 
Since her Command, I've tun’d the Sprightly Reed, 
And fang, as GALATEA has decreed 
Her Charms, the Burthen of my Song refound, 
And Hills and Vatllies echo to the Sound. 





hen 


When firft 1 figh'd, and frucre by her dear Breaft, 
That without Lésbia, THyRsis cou’d not re/t, 
When Lessia, blujbing faid, with Tuy Rss the'd bej 
: | bleft. 
u 


DaMon~ 


_ And thou! ob Cyprefs! mournful as my Love, 


Sad Melancholy’s, difmal-pleafing, Grove ! 
Wither when] de{pair—and when no more 
She flies, whom I thus tenderly adore, 

Ln Bloffoms {mile, Re-verdant, droop no more ! 


I sHau clofe this Paper with a few ‘Copies of 
Verfes, which I have received at different Times, the 
Publication of which I’ have deferred, till 1 had 
received enough to form a fmall Mifcellany, and 
print together. ‘The firft came in a Female Hand, and 
by ‘the Tendernefs of Sentiments, and Warmth of 
Paffion, thews the Heart of aSappHo. 


ODE to Lov. wv 


H Love! at length thy Pow’r I feel ; 
Thou fure can ft wound a Heart of Stcel! 
Yet canft thou not inflame a Breaft, 
And leave it fome Degrees of Reft ! 
Muft Fealoufy frill follow Love ? 
And ror thot niatwa Pain remove ? 
How happy in my lovely Bay ! 
CowdI Hs ’ Blif unmixed i ry J 
How blefheach Day! bow bleft each Night! 
Spent in Endearmeénts and Delight ! 
To thee, foft Powr ! I move my Prayr: 
(Of ! fh not be vi in Air ! ‘4 a 
Grant, that my Reft, reftor’d again, 
No Fealoufy my Bofom pain! — 3 rs 
For when that eee my Spirits tracey, 
I find no Reft in’any Place ! eee 


THE next, my Correfpondent tells me, was com- 
pofed at the Requeit of a Lady, fora Fan, and having 
fomething Melancholy, as well as tenderly Moral ig? 
ir, deferves, faysyhe, not to be buried in Oblivion : 
There are but few of my Readers, who have not 
heard of the Balladof William and Margaret. 


EPITAPH onMarcareteu 


B Eneath this Turf, whence Flow rgo more (hall rifey 
In Bloom of Youth, Love's Vittim,MARrG’RET lyes- 

WILLIAM’s feign’d Paffion, pleas'd be cred'lous Ear, 

For that alone fhe liv’d, for that lyes ty. 

Be warn'd, ye Fair-one's, yet untouch’ ith Love, 

Forevry Lover, maya WILLIAM prove. 

And, ye fond Virgins, whofe unguarded Breaft, 

Already has receiv’d the dang rous Gueft ; 

One Tear in Pity, on her Grave beftow, 

So others fhall on yours, when you lye low, 


THE laft isan Epiftle from aGentleman at Wiad. 
for, to his Friend in Town, in Imitation of the 





Manner of the late Mr. Prior. 


EPISTLE from Winpsor, vy 


OON as the Morn uz tee Swics, 
I fometimnes wake,, ver rife ; 
A little Slumb’ring clears the Head, 
And Sev'n per fuades me out of Bed. 
If neither Bus ’ne{s, nor Amours, 
Engrofs my Morz, or Leifure Hours, 
The Garden, Park, or Foreft, (bare 
Minutes, which thine or CHLOE’s were. 
Dinner expedts me home at Txo, 
I cat, aud drink, as all Men dom 
I talk a little liften more, 
In learning Thinzs, I knew before. 
But this particular appears, 
For all have Tongues, but few have Ears. 
When CHLOE’s Image fills my Mind, 
Iu Books, I little Pleafure find; 
The Hero s A&ions f{carcely heed, 
Or CHLOE’s Name, for Nassau’s read. 
But fome bleft Moment, brings me Ea/2, 
And Hiftory a while can pleafe, 
Th’ inftructive Study, I purfuc, 
Grown wife as Y, 0” as you, 
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